
The Hijtoris of &»g Lear. 

gtji. My Lord°of Kent, remember him hereafter as my ho- 

ices to your Lordlhip. 

I muftloue you and fue to know you better. .. 

^^ffi^uSyiLs.andawayhee'M 

agamc.rheKingxsjoi^n^^ ^ ^ 

' ' delta, with followers. 

L,.r. Attend my Lords of France. nd Burgundy,^. 

‘E? ^rmwowmekpreffeourdarkerpurpores, 
The map there-, know wehauc diuided 
In tluce^our kingdome-, and 
To fhake all cares and bufines of ouiltate, 

which of'you toll we (ay doth loue vs moft, 

S weohlargeftbountie may extend. 



S^P§SS cmv ^ 

sESife^sr 

A loue that makes breath P oore . 

With tody tone Hide, 
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'the Hi si or it of King Lear. 

Our decrefl Regan, wife to £<jr#B*/4fpeake? 

Reg. Sir I am made ofthe felfe fame mettall that my fitter is. 
And prize me at her worth in my true heart, 

I find fhe names my very deed of loue, onely fhe came fhort. 
That I profefte my felfe an enemie to all other ioy es, 

Which the moft precious fquare offence pofletTes, 

And find I am alone felicitate, in your deere highnes loue. 

ford. Then poore Cord. & yet not fo , (nice I am fure 
My loucs more richer thenmy tongue, 

Lear . To thee and thine hereditarie euer 
Remaine this ample third of our faire kingdome. 

No lette in fpace, validity, and pi eafure. 

Then that confirm’d on Cy<wer«//,butnow our ioy. 

Although the laft,not leaft in our deere loue. 

What can you fay to win a third, more opulent 
Then your fitters. 

Cord. Nothing my Lord. (againe. 

Lear, How, nothing can come of nothing, fpeake 
Cord. Vnhappiethat I am, I cannot hcaue my heart into my 
mouth, I loue your Maieftie according to my bond, nor more nor 
lefle. 

Lear. Goe to.goe to, mend your fpecch alittle, 

Leaft it may mar your fortunes, 

'ford. Good my Lord, 

You hauebegot me, bred me, loued me, 

I returne thofe duties backe as are right fit, 

Obey you, loue you, and moft honour you, 

Why haue my Lifters hufbands ifthey fay they loue you all, 
Happely when I fhall wed, that Lord whofe hand 

Mutt take my plight, {hall cary halfe my loue with him, 

Halfe my care and duty, fure I fhall neuer 
Mary like my fitters, to loue my father all. 

Lear. B u t goes this with thy heart ? 
ford. I good my Lord. 

Lear. So yong and fo vntendcr, 

. Cord . So yong my Lord and true* 

Lear. Well let it be fo, thy truth thenbe thy dower, 

For by the facred r adience of the Sunne, 
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